So I recently commented on a doujin visual novel I recently enjoyed, a little piece by the name of "Ghost Princess Under the Grave." I emailed the creator, and she's given me permission to translate it. Thanks, Yukiko-san!
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Ghost Princess Under the Grave

Once upon a time,

There was a young tyrannical princess.

The princess announced, "Squeeze them dry!"
The princess shouted, "Kneel before me!"

Burned fields covered the land as the people rose up in war.

The young princess was killed.
The poor princess, now under the grave.

What a strange country it was--a country of graves, as far as the eye could see.

-----

"Lala?  Lala, where are you?" Benedictine called out.

(It was none other than Benedictine who took in the poor abandoned Lala.  Benedictine was a princess, so of course Lala became her maidservant.)

"You called?" Lala asked.

"Lala, kneel before me."  This was very nearly the princess's pet saying.

Lala tut-tutted in exasperation, but prostrated herself on the floor.  Of course, the princess frowned in disapproval and said, "Why do you tut-tut me?  Do you know who I am?"

"Yes," Lala replied.  "You are Your Royal Highness, Princess Benedictine."  The princess had succeeded in teaching her the proper way to speak, but Lala's attitude certainly was not befitting a maidservant of the princess.

"Well, fine.  Anyway, move a bit... yes, a bit higher, like that."  Once the princess had fine-tuned Lala's position to her liking, she propped her feet up on Lala's back and heaved a great sigh.

"Ugh!  You're heavy, you hag!"

"Did you say something?"  Benedictine asked.

"No, Your Highness, nothing."

Thus was Lala's daily schedule.

"Lala, the weather is lovely today," Benedictine said.  "Let us have a picnic."

"...I beg your pardon?"

(The princess's idea of a picnic happened at night, at the cemetery just outside the castle walls.  There was no food involved.  After all, the princess never ate.)

"I must confess," Lala confessed, "I have no idea what's so enjoyable about such a creepy picnic."

"Of course it's enjoyable!  After all, I'm always cooped up in this castle," the princess said, and sent Lala flying with an enormous kick in the back.  Lala tumbled across the floor and at last slammed into the wall, where she crumpled and went motionless.

"Lala?  Lala?"  The princess called out to her as though nothing unusual had happened.

Lala did not move.

"Lala?" the princess called out again.

Lala did not move.

...She did not move.

"Oh, no!  Dear me!  Lala!  My dear Lala has perished!" Benedictine cried out.

"Don't sound so happy about it, zombie woman."

Lala was still alive.  She hadn't moved only because she couldn't be bothered to do so.

"What, you're still alive?" Benedictine demanded.  "How many times must I tell you to respond when I call for you?"

"Yeah, yeah."

"How many times must I tell you to respond only once?"

"Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah."  Lazily, Lala stood up and brushed the dust from her clothes.

"Lala."

"Yes?"  This time she responded only once.  Why?  Because the princess sounded serious for once.

"Whatever shall I do if you die, Lala?  I always think about it."

"Well, we both know what my cause of death will be," Lala said.

The princess smiled.  "An accident, of course."

Lala, too, smiled.  "Of course you would say that, you stupid hag."

-----

Apparently Lala was a bit surprised the first time she touched the princess--surprised by how cold the princess was.

The princess had called herself a ghost.

"A ghost?" Lala asked.  "I think you're more of a zombie."

"Oh?  Well, I don't think it makes a difference either way," the princess said, then told Lala of how she had climbed up out of the grave.

(Yes, that sounds very much like a zombie.)

"But a ghost sounds much more adorable than a zombie, don't you think?" said the princess.

Ghost Princess Benedictine.

-----

"Your Highness, are you truly a princess?" Lala asked.

"How impertinent!" Benedictine exclaimed.

This, too, was part of Lala's daily schedule.

"Look!  See this vast land!  The people!  The castle!  It is all mine!" the princess proclaimed, proudly spreading her arms in indication.

The land she boasted of was covered in graves as far as the eye could see.  The people were beneath those graves.  The castle still existed, but was in great disrepair.

Lala sighed and drank down the rest of her cold tea.  "Your Highness, isn't it about time I get a day off?"

"What?"  The princess's eyes flashed.  She slammed her fist down on the table.  Her teacup, still brimming with tea, wobbled and tipped over.  "You think you can get away with saying something like that?  I am the princess!  You are my maidservant!  A day off?  Never!  You will serve me until you die--no, even after you die!"

Lala now wore tea on her lap, but was quite calm.  The tea had long since cooled, and she was quite used to the princess's temper.

(Yes, this, too, was part of their daily schedule.)

-----

One part of a maidservant's job was to go to bed with the princess when Benedictine found herself unable to sleep.  Lala hated that part of her job, but there was no helping it.  After all, she was the only servant in the entire castle.

"Lala?"

"Yes?"

Lala had used captured rainwater for her nightly bath.  Her skin was cold--so cold that even the princess's hand, held tightly in hers, did not feel cold.

"Oh, how terrible," Benedictine exclaimed.  "You're cold as the dead."

"You would know," Lala said.

"Indeed," the princess agreed with a laugh, wriggling deep beneath the blankets.  "Lala, when you family abandoned you, were you sad?  Did you wonder why?"

Lala did not reply.

Each day like the previous, each day like the next.  The same conversations on the same schedule.  By now, Lala had learned when the princess would say what, and what her own responses would be.

But today, she did not respond.

"Lala?"

I am the child of travelers.  They had plenty of reasons to abandon a child, and it was thought neither sad nor lonely to do so.  That was all Lala had to say.  But she was terribly tired.

"Of course I was sad.  Of course I was lonely."  That was Lala's answer.  Her voice was quiet.

Normally, the princess would start talking about her own lot in life.  I was sad.  I wondered why.  My parents and my people both abandoned me, and I was terribly sad.  I was so sad, so lonely, that I crawled up out of my grave.  But today, it was plain as the nose on her face that the princess was annoyed that the conversation did not go as usual.

"Lala, I...  Whatever shall I do if you die, Lala?  I always think about it."  So said the dead princess, gazing at the living Lala.

"You don't have to do anything."  So said Lala, half-asleep.

"But people die.  They grow older and older, and in the end they leave me behind," said the princess.

"Well...." Lala was already halfway dreaming.

"No, no, Lala, don't go to sleep.  I'm afraid, Lala.  I raised you, didn't I?  I raised you in this environment, didn't I?  And if you die despite that--"

"If I die," Lala whispered, "I imagine I'll become a zombie, too."  With a faint chuckle, Lala gripped the princess's hand.

Those were the last words she ever spoke.

-----

"Lala?  Lala, where are you?"

It was the first time Benedictine had ever been scared by the thought of someone dying.  Why?  Because Benedictine had never loved anyone before.

"Lala, kneel before me."  "Do you know who I am?"

When her people died, it was little different from watching an ant die.  She felt nothing.  When her pet died, she almost danced for glee, wondering what kind of pet she should get next.  When her parents died, she was a bit sad at losing people who loved her, but it only lasted a few minutes.

"How impertinent!"  "Look!  See this vast land!  The people!  The castle!  It is all mine!"

Never before had Benedictine picked up anything heavier than silverware, but today was different.  Today, she dragged something quite heavy.

"Whatever shall I do if you die, Lala?  I always think about it."

She dragged, and dragged, and dragged, until finally she emerged into the garden.

"If you die, Lala...."

Out in the garden, Benedictine gently lay down her load.  "Lala, my dear Lala, has perished," she quietly whispered, gazing at Lala stretched out before her.  The cold skin was no different than hers.  "She's dead."

She remembered Lala in her youth, Lala growing up, all the days she'd spend fearing that Lala would one day grow older than her.  She'd worried in vain, for now, the same age as Benedictine, Lala had grown cold.

...If I die, I imagine I'll become a zombie, too.

But there was nothing but silence.

Never in her life had Benedictine cried.  Only now, long after she had died, did she shed tears.  Even as her tears dripped onto Lala's cheeks, Lala did not awaken.

"Why me?  Why me?"  Benedictine cursed the day she came back to life and emerged from her grave.  Then, suddenly, she remembered.

Many of her people had cursed her in the same way, crying out, "Why me?"

"Is this my retribution?"  Benedictine whispered.
Then, with her own hands, she began digging in the dirt.  She dug and dug and dug, dug until she did not know how long she had been digging.  Around the time that the skin and flesh of her hands began peeling off, she had dug a hole big enough for one person to crawl inside.  She carefully placed the body that had once been Lala in the hole, then, as though snuggling up with her, entered the hole herself.  "How cramped it is," she said.  "But you'll have to bear with it.  I cannot dig anymore."

And she quietly closed her eyes.

-----

As the body next to her gradually lost its human shape, Benedictine kept thinking.

She was a princess who had lost her country and people, lost even her last vassal.  She wasn't even a princess, really, just a ghost.

I always criticized Lala for asking for a day off.

And yet, Lala had always done as the princess commanded and had never left the castle.  She never, ever left.  Even though she could have left at any time.

I'm afraid.  When will I finally disappear?  Will I ever be able to stop my mind from thinking?

But she still thought.  Why did she not wilt away and die and rot?  Look at Lala, next to her.  Lala was already--

What's the difference between me and Lala?  Why didn't Lala take me with her?

Once again, tears began welling up in her eyes.  But this time, the earth sucked up her tears before they could stream down her cheeks.

Oh.  It's the same as back then....

...Yes.  The people had attacked.  She had been stabbed through with simple farming tools, shredded to pieces.  And yet she had still lived, and had been buried alive by the furious masses....

Back then, Lala, it didn't hurt.  I bled so much, and yet it didn't hurt.  I must not have anything inside.  I'm empty inside.  You always said I should be rotting if I were a zombie.  But I don't have anything inside that can rot.  Still, I was happy.  My pretty skin, my pretty face--even though I was empty, you complimented me.  That made me so happy.

Oh, Lala.  If you're not here to praise me, I don't need this body anymore.

Because, because....

"I don't want you to be a ghost with me," Benedictine whispered.

...I'd rather die with you.

-----

Once upon a time,

A princess and her maidservant were in love.

The princess always commanded, "Kneel before me!"
Of course the maidservant would want a day off--who wouldn't?

She wanted to flee this country of graves, free the cursed princess.

One day, the maidservant took her final breath.
The poor princess was left all alone.

-----

In this strange country, full of graves as far as the eye can see,

There is a secret story.

The story of a princess who loved a girl.

When the princess's empty body became full of love and tears,
At last her body faded away into dust.

The princess and her maidservant are under one grave.

Happily ever after, the princess lies under the grave.

------

The ghost princess under the grave.
